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waver. It was with no enthusiasm that he read the document the
attorney had prepared. He picked up a pen to sign, but for a
moment could not bring himself to it
For ten years he had been trying to avert this thing. Now he
had lost. On the table before him lay his articles of surrender.
Out of defeat this man of triumphant business coup's had to snatch
some morsel of gain. What he chose to demand was so unex-
pected, so childish, so out of proportion to the main issue involved,
that in any other circumstances it would have been ludicrous.
"Lincoln," he said to me, "if I give this money, will you promise
me never to touch tobacco again?"
Before I found time to grow indignant at the absurd condition,
I gave my promise, and he signed. Later I began to fume. What
right had he to exact such a thing, to take from me a harmless
habit that meant so much to a man whose life was devoted to
solitude and physical hardship? And only because of an out-of-
date Victorian prejudice.
Upon mature thoughts, I deliberately decided not to keep that
promise. It had been wrung from me by coercion, which in-
validated it. Would not the man who, in his passion for possession,
wrested a Rembrandt masterpiece from a woman have done the
same in my place? We were both collectors, he of rare works of
art, I of still rarer things—experiences of standing where no man
had stood before.
When Amundsen and I had signed and the lawyer had wit-
nessed the paper, the explorer then did a graceful and unexpected
thing. Taking from his brief-case an old pair of Zeiss binoculars,
he presented them to my father as a keepsake. No souvenir of
Amundsen could have been more intimate, for they were the glasses
he had carried on all his voyages. On the worn brass were scratched
tremendous dates—that of the South Pole, those of the starts and
completions of his two passages of the Arctic. After Father's death
I received the binoculars from the estate.
At the same time Amundsen gave me the gold watch he had
carried to the South Pole—dated and inscribed there by himself
and the men of his party. Nothing could have indicated Amund-
sen's gratitude more pointedly than these gifts—historic trophies
which, I think, no other man would have parted with under any

